Dear Perfect Parenting Style, 


You have haunted me for YEARS! I am tired of you sneaking into my mind and telling me that I 
am doing everything wrong. You caused me to have countless disagreements with my husband 
because we are both trying to reach you. As we get one step closer, you turn a corner and take 10 
steps back. 

My firstborn child has never responded well to you because you always try to make her do things 
that she feels is unfair. When the curfew discussion comes into play, you are especially cruel. 
When she tries to compromise you make me shut her down with the response of, “No, because 
I’m the parent.” My second child doesn’t work well with you because you are different in my 
home compared to his father’s home. In his father’s home, you are a yes-to-everything parent; in 
my home, you are the work-for-it parent. 

You make every parent feel like a failure. You see them trying to do good, but when they start to 
struggle you reach out a helping hand and instead slap them in the face with it. This cycle has 
been going on for centuries. In many films, a parent makes a decision and their child freaks out 
making the parent feel as though they have used the wrong style once again. Every parent feels 
like they are messing up at one point or another and it is all your fault. 

You are so tempting and easy to obtain when men and women are expecting. However, when the 
child is bom you turn into a LATE NOTICE bill that is 3 months overdue. When I was younger, 

I always told myself how easy you’d be, I could definitely use you. I was warned by countless 
parents that you weren’t real and that you were a nasty monster. I didn’t listen, I trotted forward 
holding your hand while you lead us to a cliff. You never turn out the way parents want you to; 
they see their child have a tantrum and you turn your head in disapproval. 

I have fought through the tantrums and sassy moments trying to get you to come onto my side, 
while my husband says that he is doing the same thing. We don’t want you in our home 
anymore, because all you do is unwind and mb your grimy feet all over our freshly cleaned 
carpet. You tell my husband and me how bad of parents we are and in reality, we are all perfect 
parents in our own way. Stop trying to point out our flaws; instead, try to pick out what we are 
doing good or get out! 


Sincerely, An Almost Perfect Mom 



